EURIPIDES
this ruffian thief, this highwayman, whatever he is,
while she is gone away from the house, and I could not
say goodbye, stretch my hand out to her in my grief
for a mistress who was like a mother to all the house
and me. She gentled her husband's rages, saved us all          770
from trouble after trouble. Am I not then right
to hate this guest who has come here in our miseries?
(Enter Heracles from the house, drunk, but
not hopelessly so.}
Heracles
You there, with the sad and melancholy face, what is
the matter with you? The servant who looks after guests
should be polite and cheerful and not scowl at them.         775
But look at you. Here comes your master's dearest friend
to visit you, and you receive him with black looks
and frowns, all because of some trouble somewhere else.
Come here, I'll tell you something that will make you
wise.
Do you really know what things are like, the way they
are?                                                                            780
I don't think so. How could you? Well then, listen to me.
Death is an obligation which we all must pay.
There is not one man living who can truly say
if he will be alive or dead on the next day.
Fortune is dark; she moves, but we cannot see the way         785
nor can we pin her down by science and study her.
There, I have told you. Now you can understand. Go on,
enjoy yourself, drink, call the life you live today
your own, but only that, the rest belongs to chance.
Then, beyond all gods, pay your best attentions to               790
the Cyprian, man's sweetest. There's a god who's kind.
Let all this business go and do as I prescribe
for you, that is, if I seem to talk sense. Do I?
I think so. Well, then, get rid of this too-much grief,
put flowers on your head and drink with us, fight down        795
these present troubles; later, I know very well
that the wine splashing in the bowl will shake you loose